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unsuccessful attempt to relieve the patient by means of local applications, the doctors retired to come to a final decision.
return. At length Dr. Grayson beckoned me to the door. I went into my room, finding him so overcome that he could not speak at first. We stood at the window, looking over the green lawn and on toward the towering Washington Monument, neither seeing anything. Finally the Doctor said: "Well, Mrs. Wilson, all agree there is no alternative but an operation, and I feel sure the President can't stand one. Since we came to this conclusion, I went out and walked around the block trying to get myself together before coming to you. This is the situation: Drs. Young and Fowler, who are specialists, agree that this condition cannot be relieved without an operation. I think the others are of the same opinion. I feel an operation will be the end. Therefore, while I hate to put the responsibility on you, there is nothing else but for you to decide."
I felt that another chasm had opened at my feet, and that this time I did not know how to bridge it. Automatically I spoke: "Then we will not operate. You know more than anyone else of the real chances of recovery. So go down and tell them I feel that Nature will finally take care of things, and we will wait."
In a moment Dr. Grayson was back with Dr. Young, who said he felt that if I understood I would see things differently. Dr. Young followed me into my dressing-room and, taking pencil and paper from his pocket, he proceeded to draw diagrams which my blinded eyes could hardly see. His arguments were supplemented by Dr. Ruffin, my personal physician long before I met Mr. Wilson, and by Dr. Der-cum. But something kept me steady and I would not agree. Perhaps all this took only minutes, but it seemed hours to me. Finally the nurse came to say that the President was asking for me. When I rose to go Dr. Young called after me: "You understand, Mrs. Wilson, the whole body will be-